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DEDICATION. 


TO THE 


Nzar WEYMOUTH. 


Dzar Sir, 


W urn I rambled into Dorſetſhire in 
the ſummer of 1791, my only introduc- 
tion to your acquaintance was your own ' 
frank affability, and my ſole recommenda- 
tion to your hoſpitable roof, that I was a 
ſtranger. By your good-natared polite- 
neſs, my mind was cheered in the ſolitudes 
of Lulworth, and by your many friendly 
and kind offices I was furniſhed with infor- 
mation in a place where all was novelty, 
though my firſt charm there wag the cer- 
tainty of what I had ſuppoſed to be com- 


mon in England, a pious and benevolent 


clergyman ; and though I could, previous 
to 


DEDICATION. 
to my viſis at Winfrich, boaſt the honour 


ol having ſtood before the great gates of a 


- biſhop's palace; yet, for the comforts J 
there enjoyed in the little parlour of a 
country parſonage houſe, accept this tri- 


fling teftltwony bf well-remembered good- 
nels to, © 
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PROLOGUE. 


Written by Go Colman, Fun. E/q. 


Spoken by Mr. BARRTMORR. 


Daz ap cenſors! by whoſe nod we fink or riſe ! 
Be merry, pray, to-night, and not too wiſe l! 

Our bard will ſmile at the ſtrict critic rule, 

He had his learning in a laughing—ſchool. 

Order, and ancient laws, he dares neglect; 

And rather would be pleaſant, than correct; 

Nay, ſpite of all grave claſſical communities, | 
Wou'd ſooner make you laugh than keep the unities. 
Mirth is his aim and cxitics ! we implore you, 
Relax, while our light ſcenes we lay before you! 
Good-humour to the countenance adds graces, 
Unbend the iron muſcles of your faces! 

Lay acid wiſdom by; think mirth no fin ;. 

Throw your four dignity aſide, —-and grin !' 

Yet tho' we laugh we wou'd not quit the grounds 
Where ſportive nature marks her ample bounds : 
Various her range! calm, gay, then in the vapours— 
We catch the goddeſs while ſhe's cutting capers. 

To prove that we have caught her in the act, 

Our Hermitage is built upon @ fad. a 

If, then, the drama's frolic pencil draws 

A frolic fa&—away with critic laws ! | 

And grant the ſketcher's fancy your applauſe! 

Oft has he drawn befure—this ſhop is full 

With touches from his hand; and none thought dull; 
Shoud this, to-night, ſeem vapid to your eyes, 
Twould prove a Diſ-A , Surprize 

Oh! think on his collection now in ſtore, 


And ſmile on him, on whom you ſfinil'd before! 
A 3 DRA- 


' DRAMAS PERSON. 


— — 

a * ew 1 Z N. 
N — Mr. SUET T. 
Te RANKS, -> -M. AICKIN. 


OUNG PRANKS, — — * 
- - PEREGRINE, - — 
 AFATHY,- - = | © Ar. BARKET: 
1 Mr. Cookxk. 
| — _ — Mr. 5 Jun. 
— Mr. BENSON 
— Mr. JOHNSTONE. 
— Mr. Ar. 
— Mr. WEWITZER. 
: — 4. BURTON. 
— Mr. ALFRED. 
_ Mr. LYONS. 
— Mr. LEDGER. 


-— 


RE WOMEN. 


- — Mitt HEARD. 
S, - Mrs. WEBB. 

TTY BARLEYCORN,— Mrs. EEMBLE. 
ien wol aN, SO — Mrs. POWELL. 

x1 | Mrs. CUYLER. 
— : —2 Mrs. HALE. 

e ys | | — 

| SCENE, DORSETSHIRE. 


o © # 
. . 
' 1 - - = 
89 W LY 
* -. 1 8 . © < = TY a 7 a 4 — —_— 
mo | 5 5: THE . 2 4086 
| *.7 + 2 
4 . "—_— 74. — N 
. 
w 1 an * 21 
TASTES 219% 346 
: P 2 © ” 0 21 


. | N 7844 1 Yo 1 | 3 
Aer. 

3 * 1 * * | 
E * SCENE 1 Brfore « Contr Ion and great d 
to Whininy's Houſe. 2 EA 


_— 
YT 4 
— * 
5 * 
= 


T7 Las vv EE — 


1 B4RLEYCORN; Cover the drm) ps 1 
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Ing 4 Welt thete'? g phe : 158 * hee — 
71 Enter fors. 3 * 
Hood up hill to look towargs great rod. 
. Barleycorn. Any carriages coming? 
Toby. Fine coach and four horſes—a 


—o me | *chay—<a 5 el * 


thing 
"call it and 4 Thiſtky-me g. 2 7 
- 'Bavleyeorn.. And there's a hes full.of ow Ef 
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idle raſcal in all England. I'm waiter and attend 
the company, as oftler I wait on horſes, I paints 
the names on the ſmugglers' boats; I plays the 
fiddle at church; Fm a tight lockſmith; I'm a 
bit' n a pariſh conſtable; and for walking on meſ- 
to Weymiouth, Blandford, Corfe, Poole or 
Wareham, Pm allow'd to be as ſmart a footpad 
as any in the county of Dorſet. [Laughing with- 
on.] There's the 'Squire's ſarvants within, ha! 
ha! ha !—they've rare ſtingo at home, and yet 
come drinking our taplaſh. Pll go ſarve em. 
(Going.)—but there's their maſter come upon 
em zʒ— be's in a montiſh fury with ſom' at. 
Barleycorn. Dang my buttons! This daughter 
of mine not come yet, and here the houſe now 
chuck full. 

Toby. Pill run and fee; for I warrants Kitty 
will bring home fome fine baliads. 

Barleycorn. Our ſubſcription's not full to buy 
the filver cup; and the folks are already gaping 
for the race. Take you the paper about and ax 
what the company will give towards it. 

Toby. 1 wool. [Exit. 


Enter Win ur, (in a Rage. 


Whimmy. You, firrah ! did I not build this 
inn here for you at the very entrance of my im- 
provements? Did not I put you and your family 
into it, and an't you getting money here as if you 
coin'd it? Is it not a bean- garden that Pve turn'd 
into; and an't you fattening in it, like a 
baſe ungrateful great boar as you are ? 
Barleycorn. Great boar! I don't underſtand 
what your honour would be at. 
 Whimmy. Here, on the very day I have pro- 
priated to oblige the world of taſte and faſhion, 
by ſhowing them my houſe, pictures, gardens, 
and improvements, you muſt fix your dam d 
twopenny poney-race. + N 
[© LY Barleycorn. 


| improvements 4 but after alli theit oy 
for a Scoteh-collag 
rage 5 


to to Whihmy d- O 
40, Dick Found e out, eh 


Now ſhall I 


Won'd you have me adventife- or ſend the bell- 


— 
* 1 


Nane IN| DONSETSHINE. 


ee 10 it 20 diuw/oompumy* ts the 


y Minn. Tes, i your own puery ld, 


need! 


vel Nd. k water, they 8 — — 
in your gardens; theit paleses are read 


Fig Da Dang iy — . — i 
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gosd 5.754% "£3; | {wit muttrring 
l "Here's Piebeizh gratitude Ou. 


. fingersv Made fg op 


_ . WO 25 294 


years 


"ky: — 770 


My — What} 1 the 


4 — Billy Pranke. fa. 
twitted with ſovmney nn and 
E-flow't like that. 20 

du He. . 
ſes in che Indies up, came ov. 
Hows look'd after e. „5 

I aſd every body 

Old Pranks. What! Ne Tm 
Charles. at 
Change could tell of Williain — 2 the 
banker, of Bompbard- ſtreet You hound, I was 
your fiiend when you hadn't another; OY WO | 
you don't want enema. 

Whimmy. . endtter with you? 


friend of my youth, 


. Poa yy: 
y you Ol 
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* 
Old Pranks. You're moſt plaguily alter'd for 
the worſe. Well, Pve been told all about 
Whimmy. Then, as you have heard Fve . 
2 peerage, you e . - N 


by ls Pranks, If you want to have more re- 
ſpect than another 4 be better than another 
man for your being call'd a lord, cam neither 
give you n heart. How's 
3 2 irl, I hear; * at 
it, w r your ph. 
— You are as civil as ever. 
 _ Old Pranks. Tou ſhall give her to wy we- 

phew, the greateſt rogue in England. 
Whythere may be finer girls than — 
yet I think ſhe's too good for a rogue. 
Old Pranks. Where did you make your fortune? 
Whimmy. You know in the Indies to be ſure. 
{ Afeds. }. If I had millions this fellow Kill over- 
awes me, that Pm a mere mouſe before him. 

Old Pranks. I ſcorn to 3 you ;—you. 
owe all that fortune to me. 

Vbimmy, A "Twill be long enough 
before I repay you ? 

Old Pranks. Only think of all the good things 
Toe done for you. Didn't I ſuffer you to write 
for me from fix. in the morning to ſeven at night; 
lock d you up, and fed you upon bread and 
cheeſe, to ſharpen your induſtry upon the grind- 
ſtone of neceſlity. 

Whimmy. Yes; you did keep my noſe to the 

ditone. + 

Old Pranks. Wasn't. it I got you out to Bom- 
bay in a reſpectable line of a guinea-pig? Didn't 
I procure the letters to the Governor and gene- 
ral officers? Didn't I write myſelf, This 
« young man, the bearer, is a prudent lad, that 
« will do all your dirty work?“ 4& JET 

Whimmy. 
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Whimmy. Certainly your letter did me great 
honour. | 

Old Pranks. Didn't you derive all your inte- 
reſt from a pamphlet that I wrote, and gave 
you the credit of, tho' I thought *twou'd bring 
the author to the pillory ? 

Whimmy. I acknowledge all your goodneſs. 

Old Pranks. Then give your daũghter to m 
nephew; they ſhall have every penny Pm won 
when I die. 5 

Whimmy. Aye; but there's danger of your 
Jiving a great while, Billy. | 

. Old Pranks. What! are you afraid of it, you 
golden calf ?- 

Whimmy. Where is your nephew? 

Old Pranks. Was in the Temple; is now in 
the King's Bench; he doesn't know it, but its I 
that keep him there, to make him, from a dread 
of confinement, avoid running in debt. Shan't 
give him two fixpences unleſs he marries your 
daughter. 
 Whimmy. Aye; but Pve promis'd her to a 
good young man. in the neighbourhood here, 
who has made the tour of Europe. Ah! Mr. 
Peregrine brought home taſte enough to lay out 
my gardens, diſpoſe my ſtatues, and make yon 
ſpot the ſeat of virtu and elegance. 

Old Pranks, ¶ afide. } Got his like a 
_knave, and now gives it away like a fool. 

. Vhimmy. Not half an hour fince I actually 
promis'd Mr. Peregrine that he ſhou'd marry her 
to-morrow. | | | 

Old Pranks. But, don't you recolle& a prior 

promiſe to me? Didn't you engage if you ever 
made a fortune and had a child, my next a-kin 
ſhow'd have both? | 


_ .Wihimmy. Aye; but Peregrine will ſhoot me 
_ if 1 break my word to him. 


Ola 
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Od Promts. Break it with me, and Tu cut 

ur . 
2 A or er Pm brought dls ig 
lemma by my memory. Hark ye , 
Tü jake: Peregrine f 
conſtancy muſt be — TY ſend him to 
triivef again for a ſeven 


Old Pranks. Inſtead of marriage, et him go 


tomorrow. 
RD - Aye: ; but on his return -he'll claim 


woe Pranks. *Pſhaw hie back turn'd, my | 


nephew will” be here ;—Pve already ſent for 
him; Tom's a ſprightly blade, monſtrous wickel 
tho? —This the entrance to your/gr ounds ? ' 
TI : Les, - Ne. minſponts * into 
and, 0A 1's 2.3 * a 
Da Prattkss en 
— Hexeiyou'Hl' een 2 
0 Prants, I've a gandow at Drixcon Cauſeway. 
himmy. Such bananas— 
Old P What ! dd diey doi better with 
bit of com d beef: than a ſummer = 
Hihimmy. Cabbage! hot-houfe 1— 2 
dozen ſuch — — upon a fur 


3 " 


up, the xearing will coſt me two guineas a piece. 


Old Pranks.” For whoſe eating? 
bie, My own, to he fare. 


Old Buianks.. Old Nick jump after them; ſwal- 


low in a minute: what would have kept Fl whole 


- for. atarhemoathl. 
I Wee'w't they my own 2 
- Qld Pranks Supebftuities are not der enn, 


Whilſt the 2s en neceffaries. When 
H0-you dine ? 


8 
dien mg bouſe and improvements to-day to the 


admiration of a wondering public ; you 


Niall ſup with me, my friend. 
Old Pranks. Thank ye. 


wait, on pretext that - hi 


— muſt give Tally, * gardener, his leſſon,.— 
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Enter BARLEYCORN. 1 62 
Barleycorn. Sir, Parſon Jack be making col- 


lections for the poor ſufferers that was burnt 
out there at Minehead. He has ſent the paper 


here, to put down your worſhip's name for a 
trifle, 


Whimmy. I wiſh Parſon Jack would mind 


the buſinels of his own pariſh ; what have we to 
do with the poor of another county ? \ 

Old Pranks. Hark ye, Dick Whimmy, in 
the hour of calamity, the unhappy of every 


country are our fellow-citizens ( gives _ 7 
Put that down. 


Barleycorn. Your name, Sir? 
Old Pranks. Never mind my name.—If I 


can do any good, I don't want to blow a trum- 
pet about it. 


Whimmy. Eh). well, as its a charity, ra 
gire 

Barlezcorn. How mich ? | 

Whimmy. Til give them—As I love to "= 
modeſt, put down plain Dick Whimmy, one 

und one. 

Barleycorn. Tl give it myſelf, and dang me 
if your ſhabby name ſhall diſgrace our pariſh 
paper. | [ Exit. 
Old Pranks. That fellow has a ſoul. 

Whimmy. There's a ſaucy villain. 

Old Pranks. Yes; but Dick, a ſordid mind 


inks a man into contempt, though maſter of 


millions. 
Whimmy. I deſire, Billy, not to hear diſ- 


agreeable things; will you come up with me 
now? 2 
Old Pranks... ll Ire en He 
IWhimmy. Well, yau'!l excuſe me till ſupper. 


and. 


. 


19 
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and—no hermit got yet! Look ! Pve advertiſed 
for a man to-fit dreſſed up as a hermit in me 
N of my garden. 

ON ranks. D have a | good ſupper z re- 
gy ee Yes, I (hall never forget bread and 

on never forget an 

cheeſe. *  [ Exit. 
. Old, Pranks. ns his 
gardens, and then the ſhy churl ſneak out of the 
way. Tell me of carvings and paintings !. I "ay 
the beſt part of a pens Howe is his 
kitchen and wine cellar: 


"Enter Ty, 


Ts Shall your horſe eval; oats, Six ? © 
Pranks. Yes, Sir; but if you pleaſe, Sir, 
Pll fee him eat them m ſelf, Sir; for if the 
poor beaſt is cheated, he can't even . 2 
ta a court of conſcience. = 
— Stand to look at a horſe catin EN 
Ecod then you muſt. be main. fond . 
other folks as dinner. Phe ES EY LExit. 


Enter: Y ounc PRANKS iner Debi an | 


con in a genteel travelling dreſs. | 

Yeung Pranks.” Have you forgot any thing in 

the chaile, Ma'am ? Fr * F s 
Kitty. Oh dear | yes, (ſearching her pockets.) 


225 You dropt this. ah [Exit. 
. & en my book of ballads that l 
| 3 at Blandford. 


Yeung Pranks. A divine girl !—but what the 
devil does the want with a book of ballads ? 
 (afde)—Really Miſs don't you. go any farther ? 

Kity.. Why is, Sir. A 7a he won't 
* blen aber keeps us inn here, 
1 * (2ftde.) 


* 80 


Dear 1? what a 
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(ofide.)—Bir, I it here, and enpect my friends 


to ſend a ſervant and a borſe for me. 
Young Pronkt. Oho! then you're fond of 
riding, I greſume, Miſs ? | : 
Kitty. 13 yes, Sir, with a pillion. 
Young Pranks. Oh \—beltind a—-+Heavens | 
that I was the ſervant to ride before you. 
Kitty. Cov'divt expect à gentleman like-you, 
Sir. r, Pm afraid my ather or Toby wil 
come out fas add" m6, (1fede.) "mw, err 
you're going on to Weymouth ? ---- - 2 
Young Pranks, Yes, Ma'am, my feet, head, 


© body, kl hands, but my foul remains at—— 


What's the name of this viflage, Mus? 
Kitty. 1 really don't know; 3 1 


was born in it, (gur) 


Dung Pranks. - Iwonder, do we change horſes 
here, or get another chaiſe? - | 

Kitty. I fancy, Sir, you change the 3 
Aud t wiſh it was 2 and he'd go © 
though 2 he's gone, I ſhall de indeed un 


| happy. (27d. 


Toung Pranks. Miſs, won't you take fome 


_ refreſhment ? we'd beſt—ftep in. Permit 


me the honour of acrompanying you. 

Kitty. (Afide.) Oh dear! then he finds out 
who 1 am, and will defpiſe me. Why no, 
Sir my grand papa's fervant may be now wait- 


ing, and he's a very crofs cruſty grumps, if he'd 


fee a gentleman with me. 
Young Pranks. Eb! what's going forward 


— up the hill? a race here, I believe. 


Kitty. Oh! yes, Sir, for the ſilver cup. 

Be e thing twou'd be for father 

to win it. Our parlour cuſtomers love to dritk 

out of ſilver. 
Young Pranks. Cuſtomers ! 

Kitty. (Afide, a fuſed) Oh, Lud 11 
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mean, Sir—my papa—likes a race. Sir, your 
m_— — * ſervant. 
oung Pranks. Madam, (i with cat 
ceremony and tenderneſs. en A 
[Exit Kitty ink, the houſe. 
. Yaung Pronbe. Oh, by Heavens ! ſhe's a che- 
rubim ! a good fortune, 5 dare ſay—thinks me 
rolling in gold. Ah] ſhe'll be in all the faſhi- 
onable blaze of Weymouth, and ſhou'd I ſee 
her, IT muſt ſneak out of, ww n with at | 
empty pockets. _  / 


Enter Pere GRINE. 


Peregrine. . I was right enough—'tis Tom 
Pranks. 
Young Pranks. What! my worth y Cambridge 
Johnian, George Peregrine ?. ah R d'ye do? 
Peregrine. Ah! but Tom, what has brought 


you here? ' what are you on? 

Young Prad. Um on air, fre—Are you on 
a viſit down here ? 

Peregrine. Viſit !| no, at home Pve a fort 
of little lodge hard by, at which I ſhall be very 


happy to ſee you; but, come, what brought you 
down here? To ſce Mr. Whimmy's gardens ! 


| '4 cung Pas bs. Whimmy !- who's he? You 
can't conceive what a variety of high—low— 
jack—and game, fince the morning we parted 
at the Shakeſpeare, you in a poſt-chaiſe for 

Dover. I in a phaeton fot New-market, juſt 
run a horſe at Blandford—loſt—beſt of the = 
Pm at this moment a priſoner in the King's 
Bench. 

Peregrine. A priſoner in the King's Bench, 
and 122 miles from town ? Why, 'Tom, you've 
ſkipp'd out of bounds indeed]! Come, how? 

Young Pranks. Why you may ſuppoſe, 
Ga that my expences far exceeded my un- 


cle's 
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cle's allowance=thongtht o help out by a lucky 
hit now and then, ſo bought a blood mare, Kid * 
Her put in training, then entered for the plate 
at Blandfoxd—a' beautiful thing—the erack of 
the courſe—dur- before the meeting, a few poſi- 
tire mechanical rafeals thruſt me into the King's 
Bench ust po to Blandford ſo pro- 
cured the rules, and in? hopes the turf could 
bring me in money enough to pay my debes, off 
A ſparck'd for —— and, Can of inform- 
em, appeared on the courfe. 'The opinion ſcem- 
ed all in favour of my mare z but, Me à curſed 

green-horn, I withdrew her from the plate, and 
made a by-match tb run her again Lard Skel- 

ter” 2 ſour-· crout, to ride ourfelves—but after the 
. firſt round, my infernal groom told me I car- 

ried too much weight, flung part away, came in 
firſt 3 bur my CY on our being again 
weighed, I was too light by a pound and a den. 
fo that though 1 won, | doll the race; too hun- 

dred to my Lord; in ſhort, every guinea of a 
[full five Hundred that an boneſt merhadiſt 
preacher, my landlord in the * raiſed to 
equip me for the expedition. 

Peregrine; Ah, Tom! I thought when you 
und 1 were at Cambridge together, our ſcamp- 
ers to Newmarket would turn to this at laſt. 
Dung Pranks. Certainly it's life, my boy— 

Vou were always a dead fag, and I was a blood. 
Tou know I never could prevail en you, even 
then, to make one of our toxophilite club. 

Peregrine. But where are you going now? 
Young Pranks. Can you tell me? Dem' me if 
I can tel u. — dir; 1 was 6333 

ed 1— 

Peregrine. Ay! but Tom, your mare—as 
1 rung 7 She ſold her for fire 

You ratks, 8 - 
81 hundred 
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hundrgd—went to dinner—tuck'd three bottles 
undef” my girdle—hopp'd off as ſteady as old 
time to the afſembly, laugh'd at the minuets— 
tol lol, (mimicks) adjourned to a ſnug hazard | 
party—loſt every face—rolPd into the ſtreet at 
eight in the morning—ſaw a carriage at the 
Greyhound door—pretty girl all alone—finding 

| It was a return chaiſe, ſtept in without know- 
ing whither bound had a moſt delectable chat 
—a lovely creature ſingle — bither we've come \ 
—iſhe's there—PF'm here—ſhe's an angel with a N 
great fortune—Pm a dog without the price of a 
cellar. 

Peregrine, Ha! ha! hal Well this is a moſt 
curious detail of your adventures. Tom you | 
hav'n't heard, perhaps, Pm going to be married 1 
to the heireſs of the Caſtle vonder? 
Dung Pranks. Indeed! this is your muzzling 
for a fellowſhip. 


Peregrine. But won't you return to the King's 
Bench. - 


Young Pranks. No! can't do that ; they'd. T 
never let me out again. 

Peregrine. Yes; but if you're found out | 
here, it will be worſe : what will ye do ? 

Young Pranks. What will I do? Damn it, 
you're always putting me to the mathematics: 
Hing by your Euclid, and you tell me what I 
* Ha! ha!,ba! the thi fo 
. Peregrine. Ha the ve ng for 
you, Tom, hal hal ha! 1 , 


Young Pranks. Plague.of pos ſneer ; what 


are at 
. 4-22 Read that. pa 
Young Pranks. Paper! hat s this? {reads an 
_ edvertiſement which is peſted up againſ} the fign poſt.) 
« A liberal offer. —A , rſon wanted to fit 22 
a8 2 n in the bermitage, of very capital 


«« gardens ; 


V ty 


_—_—— 
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« gardens: on condition of his attendance for 
tc ſeven years, he will be entitled to a gratuity 
« of two thouſand pounds, and three hundred a 
c year for the remainder of his life. For parti- 
« culars enquire within.” —Eh ! what's all this 
about? Hewnit ! 

3 Tom, why ſuppoſe you apply for 
is. 
Young Pranks. Me! what I turn hermit ?— 

Pooh, nonſenſe | a high go, faith. 

Peregrine. Will your uncle pay your debts ? 

Young Pranks. He! I've got a hint *twas he 
threw me into priſon.—No! never ſhall I touch 
an ounce of his. 


Peregrine. A couple of thouſands—three 


hundred a year for life 


Young Pranks. Oh! but how wou'd it tell 
among one's friends? mine are all bloods, my 
dear. 

Peregrine. While you can keep pace with 
them in flaſh and expence: but drove into a 
corner by ſickneſs or poverty, there they leave 

ou. 
, Young Pranks. Three hundred a year— 

Peregrine. If you think it an object, Ell an- 
ſwer for your getting the ſituation. ' 

Young Pranks, What elſe can I do? for when 
I came SN this village, I didn't know which 
way to turn my face; back to London I cannot 

; I'll have it—two thouſand ! three hundred 


a year | PI have it. Tol, lol. 


— Peregrine. No, but ſtop—can I believe that 
you'd continue ſeven years ? 


Young Pranks. Seven thouſand! Be ids: 
— — of my uncle—dreſs'd up in a gown and 
long beard, dam' me. Pll be a fine old bald-head- 
ed duck — bebdes the change of perſon, * 

m 


Il. -. 
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marſhal ſhould ſend  cenſtabies own here after 
me che very thing! 

Peregrine. Stop in the de a tew minutes 

and Pl] acquaint Mr. 

Toung Pranks.” Do, eel him ru be a hermit, 

A a pilgrim. (Sings.) 

In pennance for paſt folly, - 

A NGOS blythe and jolly. [Excunt. 

— ( e 


' SCENE if Hf Room in the Inn. 


| Enter BarLEYCORN. 
Bar 


leycorm, Ok! the gentlefolks that came 
from Weymouth by water; — ſeem to have 


81 4 ſoukng. 
8 Poz without. 


Pes. All your fault, Bite. 
Bite n Mine! "twas your's, Mr. Pez. 


3 Zuter Poz and Birk. 
Paz. Lou know you wou'dn't let the fail be 


Bite. If it had we ſhou'd have tipp'd over, 
been kneck'd * Durdle Door rock, as they 
call it. 
| Paz. I know better; we ſhou'd ha ſkim'd 
like a — about three hours in 
dabbling oa 40 
Bite. | with we had dinner ; ar 
toy Fm quite peckiſh. 

Dea. Ay! you peck'd all the way at the ham 
ang, cold fowls. 

Bite. We were ſo blown about—the wind 
 ſharpens one's appetite. 
Fes. I know better -e came upon a party 


$3 
. 
i 


LEY 0G 


— — 
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of pleaſure, and had nothing but croſſes and 
wrangling. Keep your temper like Mr. Apathy 


yonder. 


Bite. Aye! becauſe Mr. Apathy's a man of 
faſhion, his abſent infipidity is thought agreeable, 
| Enter AvaTHY and LADIES. 


Firſt Lady. Water excurſion ! horrid ? | 
Apathy. And this is a party of pleaſure, 


Firft Lady. Some vulgar club-room, I ſuppoſe. 
Bite. This the preſident's chair. 
Po. Aye, it juſt ſuits a fat beadle. 
So it does. Will you pleaſe to fit, 
Ma'am, (hands it to fir Lady.) 


Firſi Lady. Offer me a great chair, indeed. 
R Enter KiTTY. , © 


Kitty. Oh! thatdear ſweet gentleman—from 
his having ſuch fine running horſes, he muſt be 


certainly ſome great ſquire. Heigh ho! (fits 
in the great chair.) 


Firſt Lady. . Pray do you know this young 
lady ? 

Bite.” "Miſs, will you take a glaſs of negus ? 

Barleycorn. I ax pardon. Miss, will you be 
kind enough to go boil the lobſters for the com- 
pany? Dang my buttons, this is letting you go 
to Blandford race I'll buy riding habits and fea- 
ther'd hats for you—go put on your mob-cap 
and white apron—there's the keys—get along. 

Kitty. I ſhall, father; don't be angry. As 
that charming gentleman doesn't fee me in this 
mean fituation, I don't care what any body elfe 
thinks of me; but he's far off by this, (de.) 


What wou'd you pleaſe to have, ladies !—Fa- 
ther, I hope the gentlemen haven't been long 


waiting. 
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waiting. Here, T III lock to every ming 
. father ; don't wake yourſelf unenſy. 
LExit. 


rf Lach Oh! then, good man, that is 
your daughter ? 20 
Barleycorn. Yes, Ma'am, that is my daughter. 
Fir Eady. You ſhou'dn't ſuffer her to give 
| herſelf ſuch airs before people. 
- Barleycorn. | True, Ma'am, that's all along of 


an aunt of her mother's —leaving her a little 


= af money—makes — fut inde- 
t of me. 


Enter YounG Pranks. 


| Young Pranks. I aſk pardan, I fear l intrude ? 

Pes. Oh! no, Sir, we dine in this room; 
but we. were juſt on a the wiog to ſee the gardens, 
come. 


Enter FretwoMan. 


Fiſhwoman. Maſter, I be's poor woman, 
bring s fiſh to Blandford; Mrs. Pooley, at the 
— ſends you this, you had forgot 


. there, (giving a ſmall portmamteau.) 


"od 


Young Pronks. Yes, faith, here's my jockey 


3 (euer money.) 
[Exit woman, 
e Thin; 
| Toby. If one of you gentlefolks be called 


Lawy er Poz, and be come from London tao breed 
h — there's a mon would talk with you. 


Poz. Any man that talks to me, muſt pay for 


m talk to him. Where? [ Exit, Toby follows. 
Young Pranks. Landlord, I have now ſeen 


Knce I came here two ſuch females, one, the 


| . woman in the world and 


Firft 


Madam. (Tales Barleycorn 
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Firft Lady. Sir, you ſhould always except the 


preſent compa 
Young "Pranks. Madam, I aſk pardon—and 


che other the moſt ordinary I ever ſaw, except 


the prefent company, (bows. 
— T like a . come 
by the hand.) 
[Exeunt all but Prantr. 
＋ ung Pranks. Yes, 1 recollect this Attorney 
Poz, and a very litigious ſcoundrel he is too. 
Eh ' they ſell wine in our ale-houſe—waiter } 


the charmin n is with 
COT nr ONO 


Enter KITT, (in a 3 4765 with a bow! i in 
her hand.) 


"Kitty. Did you pleaſe to. call ? this 3 
and water for you, Sir ?—Oh, Lord! I ſhall 
ſink with 'thame, (aſide.) 

Wing Pranks. My 25 if you pleaſe to get 
me—Eh ! why tis certainly ſhe ? could the have 
ſo much deception? but Fll not diſtreſs her, 
a 

, (confuſed.) Sir, 1 — 
ſhall bring you what —you want. 

Young Pranks. 2 thing ! I feel her con- 
fuſion * my foul, (Side.) I— do, Mise 
Ma'am— my dear imme but Pm as 
much confuſed as herſelf ! I hem LI 
bell, 

' Kitty. Yes, Sir, —you calfd—I tought you 
calld—you wanted— 

Young Pranks. Yes, my dear, I 2 . 
that is Cure me if I know what I wanted, 
(ade). Her modeſty gives me ſome hope that 


F 


ever guilty of. 
Kitty. 
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Kitty. Toby ! bring the gentleman the—the 
— Sir, you ſhall have it preſently. 
Y 0. 3 © [ Exit with emotion. 

' Young Pranks. You moſt delicate piece of art- 
ful lovelineſs!—now is ſhe the maid or the daugh- 
ter of the Red Lion ? the daughter ſhe muſt be. 
Oh! ho! now I fee her wiſh for the filver cup 
—dam'me IL wiſh I cou'd win it for her. Ive 
my jockey dreſs here ready ( puts his hand on the 
ualiſe,) and wou'd ride, but a horſe is neceſſary. 
This lovely impoſtor—ſuch a fair cheat! old 
Grumps waiting to bring her to dpappa ! a 
very good offer that, faith, ha! ha! ha! Oh! 
this has clinch'd it. ll turn hermit for one-and- 
twenty years, if only to be near this beautiful 
hypocrite. i 


Enter Skir. | 
Skip. Sir, I believe you are the gentleman— 
Mr. Peregrine's compliments, would be glad to 
ſee you up at my maſter's. Exit. 
Dung Pranks. Very well, Sir! Ive a mind 
to ring the bell again for another look at this 
charming girl—girl ! true, Pm a hermit. 
In pennance for paſt folly, 
3 pilgrim blythe and jolly.” 


[Exit fonging. 


Exp or AcT I. 


ACT 
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ACT. 
SCENE I. Befere the Inn. 


1 JS it Tony and Poz: 
Pax. 


Wu, where is this man ? 
1 Ton v, (loking about.) 


He's not in the road, benen the heals, 
nor he's not in. the ſtable, nor he's not in— 
Poz. Zounds! 1 don't want to know where 
* he is not—where is he ? 
Toby. Here be the very mon. 


3; Poz, (looking out.) 


Eh! what: Hani Barebones, the Methodiſt 

preacher, informer, pedlar, money-lender, broker, 

L old-cloaths-man, in the way of my profeſſion a 

1 moſt choice friend; the converſation between 

| him and I won't admit of a third perſon. (Ts 

| Toby) Has your maſter no call for you? but 
you mult ſtand grinning here. 

Toby. Yes, Sir, I've the kefived to rub, ai — 

| dinner- modes to ſet out; but I' be in the way, for 

I know when a lawyer comes down here amongſt 

us, he ſoon cuts out work for the conſtable. [Exie. 


Enter BAREBONES. 


Pa. Ah! Maſter Barebones, ſo far from 
London, how doſt do ? 

Barebones. Lives—as much as honeſt folks 
can do now- a-days. | 5 

Paz. I know better, my old friend ; ; you'll 
live where an honeſt man will ſtarve. | 


3 BARE BONES, 


_ 


: val that is vhite. — 


4 
5, 


Ar gur finding ge 
2 dußneſat | av { hall chat 
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BartBONES, (canting.) 
Phen I vas a eoal-heaver; my face vas a black 
I but my 8 man yas ny chite as 2 vhite 1 


Poz. Plague o your canting to me any bu- 


ſineſs 2 Come, to it. 


Barebones. l am a tender Chriſtian, and vith my 
money I did relieve the poor 2 it r 

Por. On god intereſt. 

Barebones. I did take care of 1 m If; I did lend } 


five hundred pounds to a young Muſter Pranks. 


Pi. What! are you telling me this Wart it 
I that throw him inte be Ki s Bench for you? 
Doreen. As he received 2 


| hand, not knowing I vas the. creditor, vhen be 1 
got the rules he did take 


g in my houſe 
ge's Fields; I did-adviſe, him to run 


in St. Geor 
be did ; Gen 1 di tell the Marſhal. © 


3 But I ſoppaſe, as on knew where he 


I _ _ ponds. youll ify-49 retake hien for the reward. 


RBarebowes. It do, at thing. Furs eins 21. 
Fer ee e from. wr 
him? by 
A ſenda man t0.quod, * 
bait knows him. err 
1 Lene down to Wy 


Per. N 
85 LR If 


gs, my aliant © i 


_ "three guiss a dey for any wartiing cxpences, F# 
— Winsen gem wie a little 
_ © _- country aw A rr een behind, ill at ] = 
45 Vernon den 1 che open ie water e- 
Soap dont ſecm a__ 3 


DIES 1 


2 _ 2 : 
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Pa. Ha! ha! fnſtides muns and rogue's 
heart. [ Exit, 


SCENE Il. 4 magnificent Garden, with Stu, 


ans, oc. * 


Enter WHIMMY, (repeating with great exultation) 


« I build, I plant whatever I intend, 
« rear the column, and Ln the 8 
« 7 tuell the terrace, of 1 
« Jy tote refed £5 
The com flocking in already to ſee r- 
dens; 8 kh ing ing Pranks ode = 
pay me the compliment. "1 muſt have a good 
__— him tho”, ot he'll do nothing but quar- 
rel—give orders to Mrs. my houlckeeper, 
about it... OR] here ſhe is. Since F ſet Her to. 
ſhow my houſe and pictures, it has | pd m_ 
2 con ſequential all talk herſelf, 
tens to any body elfe, always dinning i in my 22 
the grandeur of the laſt people ſhe lived with; 


2 but the family of the Olmondles. 


>». - Emer Mfr. Macs. 
 Whimmy y. © Mrs. Mages, 
Met. Maggs. Well, Sir, — that 


very well. 


 Whimmy. "What, before L.teil you! CMM — 4 


tle man ſups with ma to, night. 

. Mrs. Maggs. Wall, Sir, 1 know- a gentle- | 
man ſups with yous” 

- Whimmy: Ay! you kaaw =o I et 
aud III have 


Mre. Magge- Well, Sis, 1 know whas you 
have. 
- Before 1 tell you | I muſt be fure 


hi 


hare a brill and variety of other fiſh. 


Mrs. Maggs, Well, Tknow you muſt have 


a brill, a__ variety of other fith. — 
C | Wuhimmy. 


% 


—_— 


4% 
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h Cenaidly you know when I tell 
Beſides all other wines, as my friend is a 
London ſoaker, have fome of my oldeſt port, 
ſome bottled porter, and a pipe. 

Mrs. Maggs. Well, I know you muſt have 
bottled porter and pipe of port. 
Whimmy. Now you know nothing at all about 
it—go along. 
Met. Maggs. Ah! when l lived with Squire 
Olmondle, he never bid me go along. 5 
N bimmy. Stupid wife fool! | 
Mer Maggs. Ah! the Olmondles ah vide 
the genteel family that knew how to treat a houſe- 
keeper like a gentle woman. 
 Whimmy. Damn the Olmondles 1 I deteſt 
the very name; it 27 $6 my ear like cutting of 
 cork—a teaſing ninny ! you know all, won't let 
any body elſe know any thing, and after all know 
nothing at all. Mrs. Maggs, ſtep and bring me 
word. 
Mrs. Maggs. Certainly, Sir, PN bring you 
word (ging.) 
Whimmy. Of what w? See if the young 
man, the | lr that I + 
Airs. Maggs. Well, Sir, I know that. 
Whimmy. Ay] you know that. and this — 
and after that, Mrs. gs, you muſt— 
Mrs. Maggs. Well, Sir, I will, you may 
depend upon it. [ Exit. 
Whimmy. Now what will ſhe ! never knew 
one of your profeſs'd, notable, clever women 
worth a penny in a houſe, but to fay all and do 
nothing. Where's my—Ob ! * my Irith 
gard'ner 4 


| Enter Toi LY. 


Tully, have ycu placed my new hermit yet at 
his poſt ? 
| 1 | Tully. 


| | know in the ſhowing e 


+ 
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* 1 Ave | faiths aud be Rared far the 


poſt x igt 60 led him the the paddock yonder,: 
up lic jumps upon a little horſe, aud away he 


— My heemit galloging rand» fuk 
1 Fully, to-morrow you mA go with tht 
. cher fervarits a Woel Fit, but to-day you 
man anten off R — — 


Talib Taſeulum — 
1 jou not 10 take » penny down 


comparty 
<4 Tully, & 


Vin, 
kew 


2 


8 and turning ther 
Ut * a Sadlers Weide and 2 r= 


A 2 1 fo | 
[3 7 2 ——— has ba 


aun wude wet 29 0 


| | Emperes 245th art wa ble bm _— 
* - pond. | 


: penny | not-I, Sire das mijn 1 
take half. a- cron if they offer it? W eee 
IN No. Gentlemen ſulfering the pub- i 


4 
N 
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Stop, Tully, pray remember the 
names and characters of the ſeveral EG 
P Fu tell 'em of your anticks. [nie 
Obſticle! my amicks! very i 
— Maſter Tully; I muſt watch how 
go on with your deſcriptwn. Poor 
you thinks he marries my daughter to-mor- 
row, I've fcarce the heart to kill him with the 
diſappointment.— l ſhov'd like to come at the 
people's real opinion of my gardens and im- 
provements. 


Enter aWAGGONER, (whiſtling and flaring about. þ 


Whimmy. Were you defired to walk in 
| here? - 


Waggoner. Noa 'twas my own fancy. 
Whimmy. Oy then it's my own _ that 
8 = Ah} if I thought 1 cou'dn? do 
X t 
1 u dn't have comd in, I can tell thee. 
himmy. What! keep your diſtance. 
ggener. I wool; becauſe, at the ſame time, 
yau keep your's— (4 feughing without.) 
Whimmy. Ob! the company. I wiſh to hear 
how Mr Mr. Tully performs. his office of orator. If 


I could mix amongſt them without being known 
— this clodpate'>. hat, wig, and frock, may do 


it you ve no Aion to a drau he of * 
— ang «les of beef? | 4 | 


Noa | then come 


5 Waggoner. I wool. 2 
| "Warr, (turns 8 


Doo ! (mimicking. ; , 


Waggoner. Yi ” 


Ea pretty employment ve got to throw away 


black uards as 2 (to M bi 
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- Enter TULLY, 2 of tarniſbed laced claaubas 


and a bag wig, with a ſmall white rad in his 


hand, followed by Bir, Poz, Ararur, 
BAREBONES, and LADIES. - 


Tully. Hem! my Lady, this is eounted the 
fineſt. * in all Irefand— England I mean. 
Barebones, Pagan wanity ! 
Second Lady. What noiſe is this under ground? 
Tally. My Lady, its the ſuccedaneous river 
of black Tartary; it creeps over ſticks and ſtones 
like an cel, hops like a 3 and then jumps 
like a falmon up the rocks yonder ; then it fails 
away ſo gay into the ſea like a maiden ray. | 
o (Apart to Puz.) Pre fpoken with 
poſt-chaiſe bay that did drive a gemman and 


— in of the alehouſe to the village here, and 
by the deſcription it's young Mr. Trae, the 


man ve vants. 


Poz. ( Apart.) The pariſh conſtable is the 


waiter at the Red Lion, engage him to arreſt— 


hem 


Enter WH1MMY in a waggoner a fed, = 
Whimmy. I don't think they can know me 
now I ſhall hear how my gard'ner performs his 
office, . (afede.) : 
þ What ym you this ? (points to | 

a ſtatue.) 

- Tully. Ay]  you'te a nice ſigure to come 
thruſt your noſe into the company of ladies and 
gentlemen, (to Vbimmy.) 

Bite. No! I mean this. 


Tully. That's Venus, the goddeſs of mec cine. | 


my roratory and knowledge to divart ſuch diriy 

mmy)—this is— 

Apollo of Belvidere, (apart.) | 
Ay ! that's Poll the bell-weather, that 


| T ully, 


8 ITY LONDON HERW1T; o 


and was hich d 8 
8 GP | 

to king Admetus, (ah: hid E $41 

uh. N all meet us; bot who | 


2 m your L 

B . vets! * 38 5 
Tu. That ig—that is, (canfufed) — 

E 4 12 4 cha 5 ma . 
nn Honour, it's not . 
* E 33 

f , 4 


er. iy 34 44 | 55 
2. — Oh 15, 1825 ARE for be be 
72 n Kone- mi x 


fe i ” 72 . | 
2 "ns, "IS | 
2" 


4 ar 3, 


S* 


tu rx me inſtead of I laruing yon 
ey Hong r a ; 


Such . = 
e Ten by tr | 
2 "a the lea,” that's the\ man * 
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Tully. It's not bare knees, but big knees and 
big legs,—that's the tir'd paver reſling himfelf : 
on his. ſtone paving-ſtick. 

IV himmy. Oh heavens ! Pve ſent to Italy for 
a fine purpoſe, (afede.) 

Tully. But Fm alking here by word of mend, 
when i might ſay it all in reading, as I have it 
by heart from my po cup Irony WW gn I defire 

you'll hold your tongues, for if you talk, you'l! 
put me out; pleaſe your Honour, hem T (takes 
out a book and looks at it) 4 Theſe gar“. Oh 
now | go on velvet; Theſe gardens, which are 
now the admiration of the larn' and curiſh, 
were once a barren flat, like Saliſbury Plain, 
till Mr. Humphry Freak Whimmey, Efq. gave 
forty thouſand pounds for the ould caſtle and 
lands, turn'd the courſe of the river through 
them, and with Roman taſte and Britiſh mag- 
nificence— 

Apathy: ( Advancing.) Troy. friend, (hating | 
at his watch) what o'clock is it? 

Tully, (confuſed.) Roman—half an hour af- 
ter one two——Roman—two—Roman— 
breeches—hem !Z—breeches—- Britiſh magnifi- 
cence— the river —in the ould caſtle ran 
round the lands. The curiſh—of Saliſbury 
Plain. The deviPs in this man, and his what 
o'clock is it ? He's put me all out—fo I muſt— 
my deſcribing-book. (Takes cut his book, _ 
his thumb, and turns over the leaves baſtily, and 
vex'd.) Bri-tiſh mag · ni-fi-ci—- Oh ! here it is. 
( Looking and reading.) Having firſt travelFd to 
ſee the ancient beauties of Italy, I-I-taly—I—- 
( Looks again.) Italy, (Puts the book behind his 
back.) and ſelected with claſſical Ah! ah! ela- 
fical—Ah ! damnation! (Thrufts the book inte 
his pocket.) Theſe gardens which are now the 

admiration of the larned and curiſh, were once 
| a barren 


+ In LONDOR/ HERMIT; on 


3 dat Rke Sabfbury Plain, til Mr. Hum- 
. Ez 4 

at my—Pray, by; iend, does 
NM. Freak ke ſnuff? — 

e Tes, diackguard till Humphrey 
II Whimmy, Eſcuire— Humphrey, Eſquire, 
- Saliſbury Street pooh the Phin—larned 
ad curiſh—riyer upom the ould Sn 


Die 7 


nee Why . 


= 


1826 


on like a youny ſwan, till this frlla 


Salers Pit,” 22 Je bob ve flat like 
kan, (aro t oops ts prick ot 
tin Humphrey Freak v, Eſquire, 
gave forty thouſand pounds for the 
. | Oy ptr 5p) ata ns round (Leaks 


r 


* 


© Apathy, (ep and Teal) . 


3 My maſter's a ſſa — 


-  Twlly. -Like Saliſbury Han. 

380 intricate hee youre puazled. to 
mts 85 (Reading. 

| + Pm — to get om—Pm out— 

Damn N blockkead * 


Hump 
Min 
_ Tully | 
AM. Ha! ak lat. © > 

Tully. Well, ladies and gentlemen, I don't 
wonder at your laughing at my maſter's non- 
ſenſe in laying out fo much money oa the bal- 
3 


Na ebe Hobble—ok ! the devil be — 


comes with- his fraff-box, (Very guict.) Theſe 
ns, which are now the admiration of the 


ould caſtle. 
left you wind 9 4 


, (confuſed. ) . gn Freak—a wer- | 
Jou reach the Hhbyrinth: _ ( Reading.) | 


. bs a dacn's blockbead, | IJ 


6 round about you here. But, 
. Fo: 


- . — 
2 | 
. f * * '2 7" hy * 
| 2 8 Ba : «P | 72 Is. 
1 oO OE OBEY 
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= 4 
. 


- 6 54 re * 3 
| on. the ſony cage, Ghet 
| brongfit you en bilcuarsy 
— thezEhuvch, 8 
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SCENE II. Another part of the Gardens, with 
the view of the Ourfede of an Enn 
Euter KiTrTY BaRLEYCORN: : A+ 


Kitty. The race is over, and 1 not fee it. 
Since this dear gentleman is obligated to take a 
hermit's place, he can't bz angry at my playing 
off the fine lady pen him In there he fits. 


(Points at the hermitage.)- 


Enter at ; the fide Young Pranxs in à loe 
coat, with a filver cup. 


Young Pranks. Huzza, my ein!! the day is 
' yours. 
The . 


N out _ 
and. girdle had my jockey-dreſs. that I rode in 
at Blandford ready 1 it the poney I found 

under; had firſt try'&it though —ſpank up the 
— poor jades ready to ſtart—a village 
race horſe, mare, colt, or filly—I was enter d 


rode myſelf—won. Huzza ! the glorious 


prize is your's. Gives her the cup.) 
Kitty. . What a wild gentleman ! Sir, don't 
think little of me for the fib-I told you — 
morning. 
Young Pranks. No, my [weeteſt, when a man's 
heart is ſet iu a flame by ſuch a charming girl as 


you, it isn't a cup of tea that can extinguifh it. 


Kitty. * Wou'd you have a cup of tea, Sir ?— 
la! Sir, you hav*wt din'd. 
Young Pranks. Oh! yes, my dear, [ 4 
yeſterday. ¶ Aide. } 
Kitty. It's Mr. Whimmy's way not to allow 
the hermit any dinner on the day when the com- 


pany's expected: but, ecod, you ſhan't faſt. 


while ag ather's HE offords a dinner. en 
. "© , 


Young Pranks: Tul oo left me in the hermi- 
ung off my gown, beard, 


f 


| like. Qy 


- 
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— — come down here and tum 
hermit for? * 4 


— Pas tefe' * my de 


2 Bae — * a hefore this 7 
oung 14 ub you is 
morning. (4 — 

Lady 1950 0 A f Blandford 2 * . pf 
My love, 3 eaten comes der wi * 
I muſt talk politics. (Kier Ber.) 


Kitty. The deuce a n for a Bebialt. [Exit 


w _ Enter —_ 4g 

Dian. :Lo& with. wy father, with bir” 

changes of humour, wou'd give up this fancy ot 
reſiguing the houſe thus to 2 5 people, one 

don't. know who, every Wedneſday here come - 

ſtamping and ſtaring even my 


room is not my on. 


Penny. Pranks -1 Ny charming nel 19 we. 
you 25 sn 


Dian. Bleſs me, Sir ren hope re” 
very well, Sir? : ** 


Yaung Proaks. On a viſit here#- dae 


Dian. aan 
Young Prants.. 1 5 . 4 cuf- 
tomers like to drink out of flyer. 1 = 
Dian. Pazlour. cuſtomers !—But the unex- 
pected honour of ſeeing you here]. | 
Young Pranks. Merely 2 W to you, my 
angel; Pve E 88 s hermit— dying 
for you ever hnce —a fine creature — but 
demme, if Jever choogh?of you fince. (Hale) 


„ D 
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Dian. I' thought you then a rattler, and find 
I was 1 2 dont teaſe me:now. with non - 
ſenſe, for I'm really diſtreſe d. 


Yr; * 2h |. Peregrine's intended, diſ- 
dels f > |—how ?. tell me— may. Why, 


my dear Ma'am, Pm — t know, 
* bo Was deed, s moſt intimate 


dee, rm T for Juſt now 


Nee 2 — giving big 
ung gentleman 
— changes 


afar 


of ſome ne lend of — his 
eregrine; { ſhaking out } 't t 
unlucky news. | [Exit baſbi 
„Tang Pranks, ( wobiflles.) My friend, a 
grine's intended ſpoſa; I had oe Hg that if he 
. got this lady. and her fartune, he might tip me 
a thouſand pounds, without a ſfeven.year's impri- 


upon the 
2 without. 
| malt now earn 

annuity. ——Heb! is that. Kitty giiding through 
the 3 dear, dangerous little 
corythis. Marriage — x. — = with- 
og i, tage all a ung gin s innocence. 

3 would! He. indeed, giving life in 

my breaſt to . Gass 
into * Her mutage. ) 


- SCENE: HI. Tb. W 
Enter Kirrr, with meat ALI Toons 
* 1 Lk necks « af WA: 


ſonment 2 but 


KAMBLES IN DORSETSHIRE. 39 
Emer Mas, Maces. "TER 
Mrs. Maggs. This poor hermit mut mt fit” 
here, and bave-no dinner. My maſter has got 
ſo cruſty with me of late, that quite weary 
of looking after other people's concerns; and as 
our young lady's to be married 8 this 
will be no place for me: If I cou'd e 2 
mind, I'd keep hooks for myſelf, and this 


to m 
* fellow is tiers 0 to my 1 —Befides, 
my conceited fon; s ſoon out of 
his time; he ſhall have A. o. thraſh him, 


ven he gets faucy to me. 


Kitty. The hermit's Weddettay allowance i is 
roots and cold water, but— * ; 


„ Nene fo r as Lord Thomas, 
Tele fair 4 1 -25 7 | 
Mr. Maggs. What e you. a here,: 

Kitty Barleycorn ? 
itty. O Lord! Mrs. Maggs the boufekeeper! 
Ma'am, I was going— © 
Mrs. Maggs. 1 8 Chia," 
do you know ke dv r of a young woman like 
you, reſorting to this — * re this neẽw- 
come hermit fits with his books, and his ſkull, - 
and his croſs bones? Do you u Kitty, that 
this hermit may be a ramſcallion? 
Kitty, Yes, Ma'am—to be ſüfe, Ma'am—- 
Thank ye Mam 
Miri. Maggs. * Whit have you got there? 
Kitty. A Jirtle ratables and a little 'drinkables. 
Mrs. Maggs. For this Mr. Tom ? 


* 


Lua. 'Yes, Ma'am. ( Curifees. ) 
Ars. Maggs. Then you were now going to 
ſee him? 


Yes, Ma'am. Curt. 4 
And 55 2 45 ike 
from bps 


Me. 
love nonſe 
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. „ — * 
a * 9 F 


Kitty. Yes, Ma'am. { Curifes.) 
Mie. Maggs. Er 3 me "_y im- 


. for intertu tertupting you 
Xs 2 $ 
* Mag 2 Id. 1 ING from me 


R r 
. oy range Ber 


Re a * nw 
r rang * 
. . 
Jeb. 133 


hermit, as you ordered . 
Kitty, (wimicking?Y Child, do you, know the 
5s 2 of a . like yoo, ie 
| oa 
We] bat FF, 2 * FR... * "Ex: 17. 
o, if you plaiſe, 
the the grafs » > 2m 


Lg 


— 


Tung — 1 ons Nats 5 
— Tol de rol lol” How dew'liſh we 
Slingſby kick d the tamborine. ( Holt up u wooden 
— lick of ity - Zbunds4" \ Ruk# /ud- 
denly and feat# hiniſelf at a fabls.) Eh] Nobody! 
-1 wiſhshat gamder, r Dwity,” wou'd biting his flock 
of ſtaring geeſe, till L get down. a wm play 


with my little lamb 2+ che Red x Old. 
 Mhimwy'on the viker days, it ſeems, Use me 


, - 


EEC 


wg, 


*  Twlh.... | 
| chor-ſmith, He's old Father'Anthony. 


 YounG Paaxxs, 23 premulous ie. 


mit. 
Ry g-atta.—Hide your boote, you devil, | 
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to a bottle. Dam'me, whit's two boten be me? 
how many have I won, by jumping over the ta- 
ble at M ? Byr leave pair and bis nob.- 


Enter Toi, Bi rr, pu Lans | 
Tully. The hermitage, plaiſe your hour. 


Nr. Is this your anchbrĩte 


Lady, I didn't hear he was _ 


Here T rightly tell - 
8 Of all the e, . 
e 
1 
1 Aye! what ſi 
_—_— — — 
— —ͤ—e— 
Tau, jck while © explain 


28 Ong : your — 2 


Euter Warkny, (in the Carter's D. Tech | 


Karas at bim. 5 


b My farcophagus defaced, ——my © 
Hercules, thrown, . labyrinth over- 
flown ! Now, but let's how Tully wow 


new galloping. hexmit go on- * (hides) | 


T ally. bf Sr — and ladies, this is a ber 


Jere he lives, and never ſtirs out of this 


(To F. Pranks:) 
enten What ! not taken off his boots ? 


Dy: *-. 
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LE —— $a of wt W f -+- 0 


* Tully. What's that to you ?— ou're come in 


here too Here he always fits at is prayers, alt 
alone by himfeH,—and ad debe barg Hint, and ne- 
Þ — renee; wul -< lhe; 3,15 uf. 


ung Pranks. Tedious fool I-II quicken 
> of the' rippers. re bs 40 


bY Oats 42 42 | 


. „ 2%) 
vou will 
moored 6n roots Jand futts. 


r fow], — 


5. — whack ch'd you to ſpoil | 
_ ions _ FRM bf and drinks 
pure — ITE. * bs AY v. „ 
— — | 
- Tully, He dosn't drink” part 1 gin. The 
hermit drinks Vater oo 2 f 


Toke” — 
1 taken The 1 
don't Hold a othing bat | 
* bimmy. (Abart. Water. 
cleartrock Water. . * * e 

ite. Em proud to is. Z 
and . dev 'liſh n « .2 (oe up 
"Tal. Wine — 70 chicken why you 


'"" (Apart.) 
- I-wiſt "whoever left them, 


4 4255 1 Tho' he's a clean, well-behaved old ** 
2 Pranks. Say dentleman, = — raſcal. 


1 Oh! be aiſy. a you an od fine? 
= 5 SE I ( Apart.) 
2 | . Whimmy, 


v4 


8 "Ek 


% 


under them.) 

* Firſt Lady. So! is this the hermit's < 4 

1 45 this, I am proud to * Tot 
8 (Pull; ing Mrs. Maggs out of 2 

ny laugh.) 

172 Hands, (afide.) A ſmart . 

* 2 * 


Enter Bant.nYCORN. | 
Barleycorn. ' Pre follow'd' — dang my but- 


tons !—So you've comꝰd up 
hermit. 


| Bite. Well, this is— 
Mrs. Maggs. Yes, Sir, I know it is as you 


ay. I have my reaſons, as Mr. Oldmondle ſays. 


round and exit. 
Th. Arrah ? Tom, is this like a hermit, 
to have Kitty and Mrs. Maggs? What do you 


ſtand ſhaking your * (To Whimmy, uo 


4s threatening.) 


Enter 


1 ) bene, bbb 


after this new - 
22 O father! you're — N 


= 


— „ 


2 
_ tail—up noſe like a p 


44 ' THE LONDON HERMIT, OR 


5 Enter APATHY: 
„. Mr.—what's it, has a 


© and i for Bey hou 8 bar BY rm 


f 4 =. and PII ride 
gs * 

YL Zounds | 
AJ 


lop—crack—takes the lead 
at — 44 pr FS horſes -wind rakes 
girt—want a fob—down cars—whiſk 
ig—rattle whip—give a- 

Jooſe—puſh for it, hey! all to fortune, oor, 
_ way. . [Exit running, and cracking his whip. 
Halles] ſtop, Tom; come back till 


ee ce 


75 LO 7 V3 bs : Enter PEREGRINE. 


Peregrine. Sir, here's— BS... 
 Whimmy," (in 2 Sir, cou dt you find 
ang man in England to make a ſt of but me? 


How dare you, Sir, inttoduce fuch a * 
1 He a hermit ! | 


eregrine.. Sir, Em m very ſorry. 
I lay out forty thouſand pounds, and 


. * ſuch a ſeoundrel to get me laugh d at by the 


World!: but, you marry no daugbter of mine. 4 


excuſe” to quarrel and put Praukss advice 


| + Into practice. (dr.) You Fe collect ſome va- 


luablethings2o be ſore, hut yourtaſtc's got con- 


5-2 Ton ſhall travel agaim; make anather 


en 
A You return will 2 you my 
KF A only think. 


4A * 
= 


year's tour; and, by Heavens | not till 
ter. 
ve the cru- 


me. Sir fure you car 


RAMBLES, IN DORSETSHLAE 45 
N himmy. I'm determin'd, won't hear a word. 
Eris holy 


Peregrine. But, Sir! | {rn fume 
End. or Act II. 


8 / 


. - 


+ ACT ME 5: 477 
SCENE I. 


The Gardens-- 


A | 


Enter 3 bus | 


ÞP; cou fan. dn 
O confider on the guy ee. t * 
yy pe W We me; he 5 
V e rarec ſhow Natty Mags. Na ) 
"Brite Maccs.. . | 
? ling about. Beats K | 
het! prep: r ni art 91 uxhall abr 


-otcheſter—caſkade—a N 10 Li cuſ- 
"tards. 


O Pranks. The Marſhal: $ 
Bench * el che tri Eins 
| deſired, he gave 


Maggs. Yes, =. as 
bes nephew, Wee, Town the rules; but 


's run away. arſhal's beſt reſpeQs, Sir 
"hab got in fot mation he S down 2 theſe 5 
mati s come after him Ty ke Enow if go 4 


have him catch d 2540 
me. 
Wa 


O Prants.” A mad thy 
Maggi. "Yes, LY ke's er Fr 


4 


A 
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_ Old: Pranks. What !—after all I have done 

fort him—ingratitude is worſe than— 

'. Maggs. A face without theek whiſcers. 
Old iq n 2 
Maggs. Sir, I was on! g—by de- 

ſcription, Mr. Tom ried off from 8 

door at Blandford for Un with a pret 

girl in a poſt-chaiſe. * 
Old Pranks. Weymouth Tul have him 

Step you and fetch my horſe up from the inn, 

firrah ! Stop, EU go myſelf. [ Exit. 
M. . Fetchhis horſe, firrab! Ag Kit Cateaton 

ſays, time $ out for firraks and {coundrels— 
cracks over the ſconce witftanes—Pranot am ap- 
prentice now; to breakfaſt on cold ſcrag of mut- 
ton and ſmall beer—retiring from table after din- 
ner with one glaſs of wine; Pm not an appren- 
tice now. Pll no more puniſh my half ounce at 
the playhouſe, then *fraid to erꝶ . umz or 2 


1 new piece. over: a pint aud an oyſte 
n the footmari for — me in, and = 


ſoftly up ſtairs with my ſhoes in my hand, 
nd mi- hat in my pocket, to my flock bed in 
the atiie Four authority over me is out, 
and PII let you know it too, old Bounce, — 
Tn bet him and every body know that I am out 
's boy; but my own 


/ 


| Enter Kirey: : 


Kitty. For the ſoul of me I can't bide at home 
while this olightful Mr. Tom the hermit is 


_ 
One of the family? Servant, Ma'am, 


Maggs. 
(reſpeBifulh) my dear, when in town, my mode 


to fetch a rural ſaunter, 'croſs Holborn before 
breakfaſt to Bagnigge Wells, cull the newſpa- 
pers, 


et up fo ä 1 


LOO OO 


lady either; though when dreſſed like, ſooch, all 


RAMBLES IN DORSETSHIRE. 47 


give a twiggle on the organ, and take a tiff 
+ and mul Shall I. thank your pretty 
good nature ? 
Lay, Sir, if I had you down. at aur houſe, 
. 
Red Lion Ho Wye do, girl! 


bende, mpudent) -My dear, my late maſter, | 
ee of Mr. 
— ta they're agreed that young Mr. Ton 


\ Kitty. — Le! I heard Me. Peregrine call m 
hermit'by fom©at Ice that name. 0 
Maggs. 1 ſuppoſe every body knows he's to 
marry the lady.ob ob mur Houſe. 
' Kitty. No, Sir, it's the young lady of our 
houſe he's to marry z. but I don't ſet up for a 


Kitty. 42 
Moggs. Oh!]! the devil] true, my 1 
noured inother, her laſt letter, which Futter 
anſwered, faid, that ſhe was coming to live with 
ſome old rich Eaſt India 12. in this very part, 
of the country, (dide.,) It claim 2 * 7— ber 
ſon ; but Pd ſoaner be Ro 4 
at the Devil and Bag o-nails kat CK 
indeed my very mamma (Ioking tut J——Shel. 
be for calling me her ſon, and 8 . 
But dem me, ac Kit Creaton Ae Fas jult ont 
of m ur ben t my, Own . 
* 


= 
. Toy. -." dk after / 


E. 


ee. 


to Mifs Diatt ?— 


= ThE 66868 nA Hr, of * 
8 S 
Young PE. ary 


in a Rumour no. I not yentur J into the her. 5 5 
5 aud humans fordjd it. (Ade,) 
Y 85 ſinge xou're, $400. 


3 FL lk ſha! — youre. 
% e m u n gut-. 
705 5 ng ee that 70 5 


her wealth, 
3 L have. Miſs Dian 2 
„Tes, Bir, ** . üpon- 
225 £ $4 By w F, 
N Mb . old gentleman . 
r. ud now N name gain, 
. Pranks, L. } t be my uncle? 
it " 


1 102 or 
in x: 2 Circ! umſtance. that you. , 
22 rob þe vain _ 


you me; for wil 
. 8 


e an J you g Put 


E e 
fortune 


2 
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fortune is very il-natured of me. Don't you 
think fo ? 
Teng Pronks. Oh! youſweet—(Liſſc her hand.) | 
| Enter BARLEYCORN. | 
Barleycorn. Dang my buttons, go home and 


 ſweeten the punch, ind ſqueeze the lemons.— 


Come and handfell- your filver cup; youre an 
honeſt lad, 1 * ſay; but if you want any chat 
with my dau hter, you muſt come to my houſe 
for it, good Yood Maſter ermit. [Exit with Kitty. 
Yaung Pranks. "Well, if a publican will keep 


| the fign of an angel, there a faint may take his 


bottle, (forge ) 


« In pennance for pa , | | 
+ Aim 255 oth [Exit. 


SCENE II. Before BaxLEvcoRN's. 


N Eater KiTTY (in high ſpirits) and BaxLRT co. 


Barleycorn. Come, now do, child, mind the 
buſineſs. 

Kitty. oh Pm fo happy-!—Pve yer _ 
hopes that this dear—Father, though he 
hermit, he is a gentleman too. | 

Barleycorn. Well, Fd be a gentleman if Fd 
nothing elſe to do. F 3 5 
Kites I forgot my Genin don't know how 

Woo; Pre ſeen this ſweet fellow, C 


« 4 young gratiemas fe ſow: .. 
Enter Tos and JoHN Gun frons the . 


Toby, ( Singing.) „Who belon he law.“ 
2 Pm * de- e King, yo — 


; . ſtation. 


Kitt 
Barle * it's that new come Mr. 
E Tom 
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Tom has brought you to this; ſo if be does mar- 
s ry you, let him — you to himſelf an he can. 
J Being at a noble wedding, 


Toby. (Sig.) © A town of Read- 


ing.” (ringing within.) 
Barleytorn. Od dang you doch, am I to be 
chim'd and ballad ſung, and the bufineſs of my 


houſe all—Will you go? 
- Kitty, _ (Sings.) If ſhe's 50S z0wl, ohfe; ta 


. (Sings. « If ſhe's ars, the 
* I Af, * 
ns Will you go? 


num.“ 
Toby. ( (Sings) & Wed nie, Sir, or. elle Tu 
Rt you.“ 
Barie 


tons Pit fight you, and knöck you to - x devil, 
yo 3 Il ee Vella your, (hover 
2 Tou baggage! 
ather, I believe you're mocks) to the 
A the w ã ð .d. 
Taolx Youre the ould barbarous. Blackamore. 
Barleycorn. Vil. (makes a blow at Toby)—Get 
in — — and ex.) 
Toby? Oh! Jahn Crum, here be the mon 
5 that ſent for us. 


Enter Bixs BONES. 


Barebones. Recurding to Lawyer Poz's ad- 


vice, Pl have young Muſter Franks apprehend- 
ed. — Fou be's à flnner and a publican. 
Toby. Fam noſßaner, and only ſatvant ta the 
123 Eh Jahn, Fm a bit /m a pariſſs conſta- 
thou gh. twas ſaid * 1 to attach 
ſom en, wa'n't it Jahn? 


ä 


4 | | : | 7 + "ON 


Kitty. (Singe.) « She was left 88 


Fon Sch ge Deng ay but- 


— „ Ms. _— — — 


A 


: broke down one of 
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. Bavebones., I does. Seine bim; he rund out 
8 Thomas Pranks is the man. 
Oh? Thomas Pranks's man. 
74 8 1 him a ſarvant Ae. | 
Oh, he him a farvant out ot 
place 475 ſee, * 
Hum | 


reboner. I illowed the chap with this here | 
varrant, I be's coom'd from Babylon after him. 
, ox „ 


* Great London itfelf. Thou ſeem ſt 
| is zen is he fpiric wich thee 2 | | 


of 


rebones. ' Then bet aer pie of a 
fon, (give paper.) 

Toby. Meaſter- Barleycorn would know if 
you'll eat dinner at Red Lion.—You may. bri 
company, for we've entertainment ** mon 


2 
Hum | 
| Gat a * 80 1 
lover” to ear and drink of the beſt. 
Toby. You're a genteel man gert ie l- 
Jahn, he'li be as drunk as à tinker, then I comes 
chalk 8 hyp Eh, Jahn! | 


= 7 Oh | Gene (looking * | 
Wine, ) Where 4 bo 6 
(Baus 2 ave the ganting bowler” that 
n 
C ca e 
her Cl your mth 


the fame act, * my fleſh and do a good 


vork, 


due 


* 
* % 
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vork, 1 vill get myſelf an appetite for diuner 


dd diſboliſhing this man's idols in his groves and 


a, you take tat dangerous lveller into 
tody 
2 oby. I munna, he be the planter, and walks 
at large where he liſt; but Pm going to catch 
the defender, and Pli-bring his body and foul 
before your worſhip, in 323 Jahn! 
hn. Hum! [Exeunt. 
himmy.. This prancing it has fo de- 
* and jumbled all my ſchemes of elegant 
magniſicene L No attention to my old friend 


Pranks; my daughter not yet prepared to receive 


tis nephew—the final diſmiſhon not yet given 
to-Peregrine—Lucky that the reſt of my houſe- 
hold is in train, that all my ſervants are ſober 
and regular, —Av't this my 3 orator * 
(Retires.) 


Enter TuLLY (with a mug in bis band) 


Tally. Upon my ſoul this hermit is not better 


than a bad man, that he can't ſtay there at his 


 " buſineſs, where he has nothing to do but fit qui- 


fie, here dri 
n — * 


Enter Coactuan. 


. And my coachman |— 
| 9 Ah! er Tully, I ſaw you go 
1 44 and fo out of pure good nature 


I followed you 0 gov, ou a little hint, that if 


Mater "har you gardens te-day, you 
may chance to lc ſe your . beſides, coming 
Here to booze is not quite the thing. ( Drinks.) 
PREP My daughter's footman too! 


Enter 


E if Exit. 
L If you are ſtill a conſtable, 2 


* 


F "I 


| 


water at Red Lion, fo'T have brought you Liwug 


_  peen potatoe-boy 

Didn't I 
le- tree t 

1 he breakfaſted wich you) pull from the 


n into your gardens, humming 
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WA: 
| Ship. Eb, waiter! | 


| Enter BARLETCORN ings ane). 
- The acgus L oxdened, 2 gill of wine, ſome 
water, ſugar, and a lemon. 

Why, for wine, I takes ou the 
licence to-morrow 3 the man is to call next Wed- 
with the lemons ; pr yy omg 

loſt the key of the =.) yr fp nobody drinks 


S And 1 came to bid the gard'ner 


| drive home. 


Tully. And, Bir, 1 came aer e beast, 
becauſe he came beo me. 8 

- You moſt ſtupid— 
top, Sir, what ſort of talk is that, 


Tm — CH, wary that's a ſacret, Sir, Sir 


Iſaac Newton never found out. Sis, Em a2 


gardner, and though I do d Fes not a ff 
n 


and the Millar's Dictionary and: Cyclopaddy'b. 


raft a mayduke vppon a kickagay ap- 
en in my hot-houſe. Didn't my;Lond 


fime tree a cannifſter of Hyſon tea and a baſket 


of Seville oranges ? | A*n't my flowers fo ſweet 
that the hives round the country ane erapty, and 


the ſwarms of beos come in a grand congregats- 
ng every body with 
their bagpipes, ſo diſcreet all in their black bon 
nets and their: velver\breeches ? + 
Whimmy. Men ! raſcals! I wiſh I could, Ihe 


Rk 
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the Great Mogul, be attended only by women. 
Ay, one comfort, my feraale ſervants are diligent 
and ſober. 
Tully. Faith, Sir, and here's the head of 
Ion female ſervants coming in very ſober here; 
how ſhe'll get out, tor L de think her bu- 
fneſs here is to drink tea,” 
Mrs. Maggs, 9 1 will find him.— 
0 — Mrs. Ma cid 
. rs. want me or 
my coachman ? ee 3 


Mrs. Maggs. No, Sir, n wits the Ma 
brought me here. 

Whimmy. „I thmk—— 
Mrs. 


Fo the hevieiaroughres alt deve. 


- Mrs. Maggs. He's cone after Kitty—and 
=y love for him is— 
Tully. He's a mg devil. 


ramp 
Dung Pranks, (orthout.) (Singing: y « « With 
le ſhell- on hat brim.“ 


Tally.” There he hops over the buſh like a 
 jack-daw. 
Whimmy. Stop him! 
[ Exeunt all but W hi and Mea Midiare. 
What vexations! Now, my deat Mrs. Maggs, 
Tee found out that Tully is a worthleſs: man, 


my whole dependence of ſhewing my fine plage 


is upon you. 


Ire. Maggs. Now that is fo like Mr. Ol- 


monde. | © Exit 2 * | 

- Bleſs me bore comes this — — 
man. I proteſt his very approach brings all my 
| blood up in my face, my heart throbs, — and my 
- Umbs—Pm fuch a creature—tfo faint—I 
muſt fit, 3 en,» 


Emer 


$: 


es; Sir, I know you think. 


* 
—— — 


* 


yg xy 0 TW 9 


| heb 
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Enter Younc Prants. | 


Young Pranks. Come out there, you "a 
delicate lovelineſs, my darling roſe bud. | 
Mrs. Maggs, (Rifes and appears.) Oh, dear 

g.) 
| Young Pranks. By the lord, this is my little 


again 
K Unfeen, whips out the dur, d 
A AAR) Mr. 1 a ow 
Mrs. Maggs. wat you aſtamed of yourfelf, 


| hb. Barleycorn ? | 
Tung Pranks. Come, wy dear creatures, you 
muſty't— 


nn 
Foung Pranks. What, Ma'am? Don't quar- 
rel aboue me, zounds | Fm like a ſtately pea- 


: r 


La f you're fo wild— + 
Mrs. Maggs. But he's very merry, bel he! 


Sp. Wild ! merry my whole life 


Young 


| HS frolic. 


Mrs. Maggs. Ay, I dare fog when you were 
altering the 


2 boy— _- 


Young Pranks. Such diverfions.! 


numbers of doors to puzzle the poſtman, at 
Chriſtmas in a ſtage coach changing * the direQ- 


ons of geefe, hares, and turk 
chalk and 2 making a w 


with a bit of 
room of fa- 


mily portraits ſquint down upon every body. 


Mrs. Maggs.. r 


ſee our pictures. 


Kitty. La! he's ſo pleaſant! Well, and ab, 
Mr. Tom! 


Young Pranks.. My ſweet creature, I came to 


Hanſel + the filver cup. Hey! a bottle of. port 


and a roaſted orange]! Ladies, I vow on the 


/ 


-* EE 
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honour of a hermit, Pl treat,you. with a bilbop. 


3 
2 N e 
3 Fur O.v Padxxs. - 


Old Pranks. Eb! dts 
NTT: Walter my 


< iow. Maggs 9 W to fup atour 


| Rouſe. 
l Pronks. \Boolith Dick 
of his 


no dinner ! plague 


the Lord, looks as if he'S'cat us. My dear, 
Pm going to Weymouth, 3 you gie one 
Snack. *. "IA 2-0 IS 
 _ On! our bill of fare, Sir, (eng) ls. 


as Cer I look'd on, (gazing) what diſ hall I 

c hooſa - whrite forchead, a bracgyl black eyes, 

iſh'd with long auburn 3 _ voly 
SK * my deſſert. 

A pity, Mr. — e disheie his 

ern cl tful ſhape, in that-lofig': od 


'beard and gown. La! Sir; what a choice her- 
mit 


make for Mr. Whimmy ; you'd 8 
| nice batd-headed buck, as Tom ſays. 

"Old Praxts. Ia bald-headed buck ! ne you 
ſee I wear my own hair, child ? 


Re-enter Youxe Bhans, A 
— Pranks Fre brei d r. — 


„ 


to have 
in rad yn 


—_ 


- Ole Pranks, (Stops .) As fine 4 bit ef fare 


* 
„ - 
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| werdif you pleaſe, (/witches — Old Pranks wig) . 


—Zounds, my uncle! ( e | 

Old Pranks. Stop a 1 rel, (runs offer 

him.) 
[Bell rings violently, Kitty runs into the houſe 


Enter MacGs walking hoftily. 


Mrs. Maggs. Oh, Heavens! my fon Natty | 
Maggs. Mamma | ſhe has me, but Fwowtbe 


dif] 83, (afede, and turns.) | 
re. Maggs. My dear child, who could 


think of ſeeing you down here, (be turns from 


her, and walks.) 
Maggs: Any buſinefs with me, Mam? 


Mrs. Maggs. nn my dear! Don't. you 
know me; Natty ? 


Maggs. Zounds, Ma am, don't Natty me! 


e Won't „ your me 3 
rr. Mam? | 
A 


£, t me—my own child 
deny me, ( | (Jr ure ad 
_ 


Enter Ton v and Dun en = 


Top. John, LN | 

. ( Looking at bit watch.) I ſhall be late 
with my party, (geing.) 
Mrs. Moggs. Stay, my dear boy! , © - 
, on m 2 but my own man, 
Toby. Seine hin, (to John) Your name ? G 
Maggs.) 

Maggs. What of it? 

Toby. What is it? 


Maggs. What it was yeſterday, and vin be 
to-morrow. 
Toby. 


* 
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Mind bow he ſhuffles; do ye fee it, 
Tell \ME year - nome: to-morrow, (fo 


| Tx Nase, decauſe of mamma. 
| "Toby. You belong to Mr. Pranks. 


Mag. Suppofing ſo. 
. * , Toby. Then I ſuppoſe you're my priſoner. 


Jahn 


(de. 


_ Maggs: Mel for what! 
| Toby. . You broke aut of jail jn Bgbylon, but 
we'll handcuff and fend you to Dorchefter. 


Maggs, (d:.) Handcuffe | Broke jail in” 
Babylon! Ay! why ſurely they tale ane for Tom 
m not the ec eta 
_. Toby. 1 arre& you. / 
. Maggs. Fm not the man indeed, my friend. 
4 «i Who anſwers for * who” knows 
1 Then I mult own eie ne g. 

this gentiewoman here is my hogeur + m] a. 
. (an] A wicked etch, firſt * 
aow dene me in his diſtreſs! © 
be he your fon? ? 
no, 3 of mine. 


tion o — 
and — five feet eight inches tall, an an expref. 
Hye eye, pleaſing features, good — 
ſine teeth, — jour teeth, (to Maggs) a hand- 
ſome: countenance— 
o's very 


Maggs. *Pon my foul this deforitio 
me tho. 
Toby. 


much | 
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Toby. Welkmade; a genteel 9 
upon the whole, an elegans 


Maggs. Amazing! what a vieture of me ! 
Mrs. Maggs. A oniſhing like the chile i in- 


Toby. 2 you. 
| No, it's ſuch — bel. 
low, — really not me. | 
Toby. Come, I arreſt with a little tap, 
(trips. ** tis _ hold his legs, FS. thiat he 
mayre-t 
. Een Damn ' d uncivil this ! 4 

Mrs. Maggs. I can't bear to ſee him treated 
ſo—let the child go, you fellows! 2 

Toby. Yes, che child fliall' goto priſon. 

4 Mag EE » he's my fon. 

Toby. pit juſt no Ay, I fee 
how tis, Mealter Butler "told me that Mrs. 
Maggs locks hexſelf ipher.own room, and there 
drinks the preſarved apricocks ahn don't 
mind, Madam Maggs is ſo fond of t * 
ſay any thing bring him along. 

Mages. Sir, gentlemen conſtables! mam- 
ma! kind count juſtices! mother! (Toby Bolu- 
ing hutby the head, and" Jobm by the Irgs, they-drog 
Bim off. 

Mrs. Maggs: Why, you horrid villains, you 
all not a child! _ [Exit after . 


SCENE HE. The Gardens. — thrown 


dinvn, and heulen fragments Hying abe, 23 
and plants, as pulled up. 


Enter, BAREBONES;: (with » broken flat) 


Barebones. I vil eemplete the work; 
there accurſed, fh it down on a Ru 
5 Leal: — up thy groves, | ans, * vill root 
. thee 
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thee out of the land, (pulls plants out of potr, 
and flings them about.) 


| Enter dats.” 
Bar 


leycorn; Sir, your dinner's waiting. (4 
Dang my buttons here 's a fine kicks, 0 tat 
rafcal cou'd have got in here—ſome one that 

owes the ſquire a grudge. 

Barebones. l've been doing of the job, twas 
all pagan wanity, 

Barleycorn. So it was, Sir, and you were right 
to caphze it. 


Enter . 


Kitty. Oh! father, I ſhall go diſtracted; 
Im ſure it's my belov'd Tom that they're taking 


me 


| Enter Tosy. 
Toby. Pve left the prilonce in ſafe n 


with — Grum. 


town, and! him with the Marſhal. 
Kuh. Oh heaven! tell me, Toby, is it the 
| hermit? 


Toby. No. f ' 4 


"Tis not tho'—wh you're as bad as 
Mrs. who j jaſt now Lad he was ber for, 
1 
on, ( gives a 
ay Kitty, (reading with emotion.) Handſome, ele- 
13 A teeth, expreſſive eye — tis he ! you 
n PH releaſe my own 

n tho I beg my bread for it. 
— [Exit baſtih. 
4 Ay now, ſhe too has been drinking 
2 apricocks.— 


9 yet ſo cruel not to let 


Barebones, (pfide:) Then 1 brings him up to 


humming their 
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apricocks, —ÞBc's I to lay the cloth for you in 


the two-bedded room, (to Barebones.) 

Barebones. | loves to cat in a parlour. 

Barleycorn, Why we wiſh to - refarve that 
or 

Toby. Parlour ! than, Sir, ſhan't I tap no 
vind—he won't inform—(to Bari. .) 

Barebones. I drinks vind, for I thirſts after 
the things of this world. 
| —_ „ That's right. 

He's a wet Chriſtian. N 
geg. Shall they take up dinner? 
Yes, I hungers after good ; I could 

munch one morcil of Portlin mutton; yea; one 
pound and an half, and fix, and four, and two 
wheat ears, roaſted in wine leaves, and others 
ſettries of niceiſh ſaver. 3 with Toby. 

Barleycorn, (Looking out.) — | 
my buttons, here'll be work. ö 


Enter WIA Nux, — fur 
. Whimmy. Fury and diltraftion | what's an 
here! —Tully ! (calli.) F 


Enter TULLY, (a little — 


Tully, ¶ Singing. 


4 be like the Highlanders eating of lait, 
« And curfing the Union, ſays Granawaile.” 


V bimmy. This is your going to the alchouſe, 
here's your brags, here's yellow-breech'd bees 
S Ell turn over a 
new leaf, Pl dig and root out 

Tully. Arrah, Sir, I wiſh ou d let the leaves 
and the trees alone ! you've digging and 
rooting prettily : what put it into your head to 
pull up the plants in this manner ? 


: ** 


qual to heart th ry. 
- Twlly. The barber's gallefy Only. tell a bo- 


. % 
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— My head, there's my dancing Fau- 


"Fatty, Oh! I fee how this fs; you want to 
| keep Tie viily as your ſhow-man, ard take the 
head gardning into your own hands—the gera- 
filinis all torn, the myrtles, and lilies, and lay- 
locks, are all 8 as if they were old 
- bean ſtalks. 
Wiimay. Tou raſcal l whit do you tak of 


your paltry plants—look at my ſtatues, nope 
i 


ay wha you intend to put down in the place 
it pourſelf was pirited, the devil a thing would 
grow out of your head but potatoe apples. 
| "4 hi ed of my — 
Tull. Tou dotyt. ho the feaforns ; 
Hentan,. and, you've to buy roots and 
tits, but I tell you, ytu don't know an unn,j 
. From an evergreen. , 1 got myſelf finely laugh 
at to-day byah« owing your kickſhaws, but I wa 
4 hands out of it. There's your deſeribipg 
bock hof Bebk digun) and you thay get andther 
Ciceroni magpye to chatter do che company. 


IV bimmy, There's a villain ! 
ns Enter O15 Pa urs. 


"Old Pants. «Knock people's bats olf cant 


think who the fellow was Dick, Pm on the 
to fetch wy nephew from Weymouth ; an 
Me. fcoundrwel! what petplexities he has 4 
etl che in! Dolts to 3P pretend Natty M 
for him; theſe cduntiy pH IR Are fo oi 
"Hate, Wbiyt even tile my Word: hat what fort 
- of will Peeple Rave yd Kettle _— here that 
n folks 2 about? 


3 


JS. 


bin my . y 


facs 
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Whimmy.. Tes, heads, legs, and arms, lock! 


| { prints is the ſſatner } 


Otd Pranks, (Looking round.) Ha! ba ! ha! 
z good deed, however. 5 
Whimmy. What, to demoliſh my beauties ? 


Old Pranks. Your modery gardens ate art 


| ilivig nature ; fixing up a tone woman where 
—3 = expects to find a roly- girl of health, fleſh; 
and blood : if we muſt have ſtatues, (inſtead of 
importing ancient heathen gods into Engliſh mea- 


dos, why not encourage Britiſn arts to cele- 
brate-. Britiſh heroes ? for a Jupiter by Phidias 


give me an Elliot by à Bacon: the five thouſand - 


unds you laid out upon that clu:nſy Pantheon 
2 have built d neat cluſter of alme- 


in. Why, but Bily— _ 


| Old Pranks, Sine, when 1 i=feft towe thy 


ſent independence to my edycation in the Blue 


fection for the 


der Young ank. 
Yeung Pranks, A rare chace, but I get from 
him-—zounds er Old Pranks, runs of. } 
Old Pranks. Oh, damme, I U hays you, (ur- 


 Whipmy. He likes waſon, and the felloy's 
mad ; there he rung after my hermit. Certaw)y 
'way this ſavage old Goth committed theſe har- 
bariſms—I hape he'll not find bis nephew ; hoy- 
ever, I muſt prepare my daughter far the = 


ri . | xt. 
* | F 2 SCENE 


ouſes, where age and ipfaney might ünd an 


t School, a0 I drive my whiſky on 2 Sunday . 
dy Dulwich College, I feel more warmth of af - 


meh 
„ 
en Babe. B. Ie u. 


* 
* 
_ 
* 
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' SCENE ut. Infide 'of Hermitage. Younc 


Paaxks fitting in his Hermit's Dreſi, as if put 
on bajth- 


. L Or. Pranxs. 


| o Pranks, { bcking about. ) 1 thought I had 
z glimpfe of him darting this way—Eh ! one of 
Whimmy's toys—{ ſeeing Young Pranks )—Fa- 
ther Dominick — ſeen a ſcoundrel run in here 
Do ye here! can you ſpeak |—it was certai 
my nephew 3 a hound! ſkulking about, and fuf- 
fer a poor innocent man to be — up for him; 
to be handeufF'd, haut'd, and dragg d | 
Young Pranks. An innocent man ſuffer for me! 

(throws off his hermit' dreſs.) - 
ud Pranks.) You! Oh you villain ! How 


x dare you borrow money about as you have done |! 


Young Pronks. Sir, (confuſed) I—I-borrow's 
money to get out of debt. 
"Old Pranks. Eh! how? 
Young Pranks. Yes, Sir, to pay my debts. 
On Promks.. But why get in debt? 
Dung Pranks. Allowing to my good princi- 
| vhs, the people wou d truſt me, my character 
Wa ſo excellent. 


Old Pranks. Then from. your excellent cha- 


raQer they think you 2 4 rogue you vil- 


_ Hain! 
Young Pranks. Dear Sir, diſcriminate between 
vice ind folly; you are the only one I ever 
wrong'd, my ſecond parent, my friend, my be- 
nefactor. Sooner them let this perſon you ſpoke 
of juſt now any longer bear the diſgrace that I 
only deſerve, Pl inſtantly free him by delivering 
myſelf up to hopeleſs impriſonment, (going.) 


Ou Pranks. Eh! ſtop you rogue you, conſi- 
der how terrible a priſon i is. 


Young 


* 


* 


* 
, n 
— 
- = 
- 


N no 
Þ | i doc net the dtc 5 e 


8 „* r 
* 
. 
* 
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Pranks, Lord, N the on dif- 
covey Fon ing 55251 1. 
e ove. TY oor and En bn 


nba Ionia 


Enter Rirrty. 


Kay. Sp TE = FI 10 
75 bonkers, $i » N aheays a bft gel of : 


* Pronke; (Afde.) Pre 
pads—a piſtol may come out 


dear ntin 1 have money 
Keg.” Not * ylelf, Sir; e 


e . I thou * 
"0 


before, and. that," 72 F "Sir, al Fe 
doesn't hike jt; hard for « pom: e —— 1 


. * . 55 
Es ** ap Fa . 3 


tear of pettiet 
Wel, m 
oy maroon 


* 


7 
ſo ine 2 


e 


725 Jon 4hipk 
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oli Prankt. Hermit! She muſt mean my 
wild nephew, (overjeyed.) 
_ Kitty. Sir, keep the papers, I know you'll 
+ fre iz you look ſo good-natured, I beſeech 

Sir, Sir, [curtfies and exit. 

85 Pranks, Tol lol lol, (ing. The heart 
of an amiable woman is the true touchſtone of 
manly merit. This good and delicate creature 
loves my nephew, and he-mnſt be a werthy lad. 
, The. girl, no matter for her ſituation, is come of 
2 1 ſtock, and ſhould be tranſplanted. I 
An t, till now, know my nephew—Pll forgire, 
PII give him all—Go to the King's Bench again! 
that be ſhan't, while Pye Nr to keep him 


v. out oß it, fol ** lol. 1 Lag: and exit. 


Scan I. 4 Gallery in Vinny. EH. 
* Younc Pranks — erging] and 


Pax GRINE meeting, (much agitated.) 


>: Palos. Stop, Tom, whither now? 

Dung Pranks. To the King's Bench—what's- 
the Walder Oh, true, Mifs Dian told me up- 
on my foul her father uſes you both very il 


„bes this whe! ing to give her to? 
Pereg ru. I $18 SHOW 5 3M. Whimmy Has 
| "" never even aer - 


| dining theo No An ele id ien't"it that's 
this about? Tre good uncle but long 


dre Re'd think of providing me with an heireſs. 
= then l've been fuck 2 curſed _ 


' Peregrine. One chance; ch ſpark may, 28. 
"its a fore'd thing, be —— and the old 
© gentleman doats 5 U pon Bis Uaughter, that were 
In emperor. to fight þ bers. 4wou'd * ever loſe 
Bie favour..*” * 


in theſe parts, that there is no doubt of 1 my being 
A moſt finiſhed politician. | Lait. 


& 2 In vain talking, child k wut 
keep my firſt promiſe. | 


— 
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- Young Pranks. What's this uncle” ; name — 


who, where, what is he ? 


Peregrine. I know nothing about him. 
Young Pranks. Nor old Whimmy neither, 
Peregrine. Pve never ſeen him, I told you. 
Young Pranks. Then Pll perfonate him, and 
I 33 you diſguſt the old atleman ſuffici- 
ently to make him break off the match, * 


Peregrine, is your harveſt. FH be with 
a trice. Never be diſmay'd, Peregrine, win 
you admit me as a ſchemer into your cabinet; 


for I haye turn'd my coat fo often finte I arrivd 


Enter WIN MY and Dian, weeping... © 


Dian. But, dear Sir, wilt r ſemtence-your | 
child to miſery? | 
Peregrine, Sir, you eres me with a2 
"certainty that I ſhould be the happieſt of men, 
and now in 2 moment, to fnatch me from Hea- 
ar” and pl me into 25 abyſs of 6-3 
Nah. Na t help- it; Dian ;—x muſt give 

you — my e 8 nephew. 3 | 


Fuer Sriv 


* 
9 * 4 
4X. 


_— * 


- . Sir, ir will ſee 


you=—ſcems it in a ' piteous taki Here's my 
_ maſter, Sir. FINNEY ">" (Calling of 
_ Enter Young, Pans Seele like % his 
15 | Hair pulled round bat face, Sen 4 


The” Tag Prank, (wing) Ob! [ wil ne ave” 


her. 
Whimmy. "Ah f oi ae. 8? 
ä Certaimy 2 dhe. Dian.) 
Whimmy. 
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ron Þ Wha do yoo 


don't ant A . (Roar. 


* l 
45 =. . FA whether you 


; I'm a gentleman. My 
e MET) your WRT + Js | 


won. ( 


your heart on't, I'm bgm t to — "or mop with 
ay dutiful obedience of 2a daughter. (Curthes.) 


[you ſee — 

e, Fben, Sit, fines. thejady jp fo be. 

| " fickle, 1 refign her with ple get MAE 
Ahl this is all very 


Lang F 
er lay, father- r, 0 K b 2 

' old fellow as ou. 
Ving. Why, you mos 3 young 
ſcoundrel, dare you affront me, and refuſe my 
_ daughter t hen let your. do is wogsſt.— 
Thexe, i Peregrine, take Dian, and way 1 be 
curt d if ever | again attempt to paxt au- 
Peregrine. . You'll alter your mind again, Sir. 
an. n put that out of my 2 
Doctor, (calling If) ack that 4 ons 
- inſtantly, . (1; Pwr Dipn and eee 4) 


ow Enter Ou n RAK. 
4 Wy vacle! 9b | dag 


. that's. ee. ee, 


- 


LAS 


a blood 1—a blu 


bin. 
hermit} / 


you a n wild ſtrawberry. 


Lion. 
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Whimmy. Billy, what bouncing you've oge 
about this nephew of 2 He, a buck, and 


Old Pranks, My Tom a milkſop ! I fay he's 
a buck. 


Whimmy. I ſay he's an -ad: (Frangling, 
Y. Pranks cries out.) 


Whimmy. There's the buck! a taſteleſs hound, 


has been abuſing me here, and refuſe my mw | 


ter. | 
Young Pranks, Oh! the devil! am 1 really - 


the character I only perſonated. ( Aide.) 
Old Pranks. Where is he ? 


Whimmy. Can't you ſee ? thraſh him for his 
impudence to me. 

Old Pranks. Why, & Tom! 

Young Pranks. Aye, poor Tom — 
By the Lord, it's my galloping 

d and your nephew. © 
2 dung Pranks. (To Old Sir, I now 
ad goodneſs; but had I even before known 

cou'd not have enjoy d the bleſſing you de- 


| bad for me, at the 5 of a friend's hap- 


pineſs. Mr. Peregrine love ao merit. —[ 
admire, but don't e the lady. 3 8 


Old Pranks. - Then, fince — ſo difinte- 
reſted as to decline the golden pippin, Tar 1 * 


_ 


Enter Kirrr. 7 * 7. A "7 
Kitty. O. Mr. Banker, have you— tis he 
(lo:king at Young Pranks with joy) thanky, Sir. 


(C * to Old Pranks.) 
Old Pranks. Tom, here's a girl that wou'd 


have barter'd all her little fortune for your free- 


_ dom; 3 and now as you hope for mine, take her. 


 Whimmy. Why, ſhe” 8 —— to 2 Red 


8 
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- Old Prenks. | Aye, my honeſt landlord, that 
reliev'd the fuſerers, while you were fwallow- 
ing peaches in December, and the poor ſhivering 
in cold and nakednefſs. Red Lion, "Dick ! where 
honour's derived from benevolence; ſhe's daugh- _ 
ter tog nobleman. What ſay you, my girl f 

Kitty. Only, Sir, that my heart is filfd with 


3 but you muſt aſk the Red Lion's con- 
ſents, R for a queen, 
w'd not have a prince, if 3t mag grrevs. ojn 

indulgent parent. 
Enter Tony and Jon Sunn, with MaGch- 
Free very much diſordered and torn.) 

Noi Tout worſhip, here's the defender is- 

obſtropolos, and N 3 John Gtum. 
MAoggs. em men I plump'd em. 
that my 3 — 2 
this trouble. | 


in 
Engr Mrs. Macs. 


, Adages. Ob! Mags my child 
hauPd and quam this comes of your 


. Pre” Bhat 


+ + "PA 
ben derer get u vſage who es ** 


Diener Banz vegan 5 Teri r, bringing i in 


REBOYES. 


F 2 N buttons, you a 
is 

£ .- Quly this devout preacher walks into 

Mr. Barleycorn' $ and: crams himſelf like a * 

fowl; then walks off without . 

mot; when aſk'd, ſays he, pays | be paid 

and * Mr. Barleycorn, by who there ? 


2 


TY " 


— 


, Veman to pail. How doye do, Mrs. Maggs? 


1 


| Pe 
ſtairs 


RAMBLES IN. DORSETSHTIRE., 


ſays he, why by Abdiel ; ſo thay walk'd up 


to me, 3 vint and u W iff of 


tobacco. I was chriſten 
don but who ever law an angel with a pipe 
in his mouth? I. don't mind paying for a mant 
dinner but, Si, de ſo kind as to ſend this gen- 


Tully ; ſo I willks 


( Bowing.. 
Young Pranks. My Saint G Tk 
-Jlandlord | - 
Barebones. The ſpirit openeth my . 
Tylly- You opened your' mouth to {walow a 
l:g of lamb, honey. 
All things ſhall be in common 
with the righteous ? 


Toby. Pry we for farving cipias on Muſter 


Pranks. © 
Youre Pronks. Me! how 2 - r | 
I Capiast+ What, you villain, « are 


Old 
you that Ham Barebones that has Tent my ne- 
phew money at an exorbytant ufance. 

" Young Pranks. That, like the devil, tempt- 


ed me by the means, and now puniſhes me for 
- the ſin. 


Tully. Talk of righteouſneſs! and bik the 


houſe of an honeſt IG man. 
Hold on Barebones. * 


Ove PEREGRINE 23 Dian. 
Her Mrs. Pere ne, 
N Deareſt pos gy ling ( * 
| kneel to Wihimmy. ) | 
Tully. There, my bleſſing on you both, you 
two ſouls. (Puts his hand on their heads. 4 
Young Pranks. Then, my dear uncle, I take 
my lovely Kitty Barleycosn, and whilſt her gen- 
| tle qualities convince our friends, that birth and 
rank are not neceſſary to conſtitute an amiable 


* 


b 1 I'm voor | Net ba! 
RAE er nes » with 
his little fortune, have Dian and all my wealth; 
1 ew, w ur riches, takes litte Ki 
— af Trp tar at all; and ecod, Mrs, 
looks fo ſpruce, hat I could find | in my 
heart to—( going up to her.) 


t Mags Naw dl, fo like Mr. Olmon- 
her.) - 


die, {ſmiling and advancing.) 

| Whimmy. Oh ! (runs | 
4 - Fully. And now, Mrs. Maggs, you vill be 
drinking the a 5 . 
| Dung Pranks. Then, Sir 

| Here ends my ſerum yeurs kermaage 

ſtead of my annuity, 1 ſhall think myſelf nobly 
- rewarded, if my extravagant tricks and fancies 
eam, by an indulgent ſmile, OE 
| + neſs — Ferns. 
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